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hastened on almost at a run; only the pot-bellied
storekeeper lagged behind to keep Juha company.
Cold, hunger and lack of sleep have done old
Juha good.   The pain in his chest has gone and
he can breathe now without difficulty;   at least
he   is   less   aware   of  bodily   discomfort.   His
trembling too has become unconscious and his
thoughts are as though held together within a
ring which remains moveless all the while thou-
sands upon thousands of tiny sensations fiercely
jostle each other.   This goes on as long as any-
thing continuous is happening, as when the party
marches on without new orders.   But as soon as
anything  special  happens,   however  slight,  as
when the officer pushes the iron gate wider open,
or when he turns to look behind and the barrel
of his rifle swings in the darkness, a pang of weary
despair shoots  through Juha.   Not a piercing
pang, but rather as though someone were striking
at his vitals with a leather ball.

The long line of graves dug in the sand comes
into sight "Halt!" The front ranks stop,
but those behind still take a few steps. Then they
stand at ease, breathing audibly; one of the
prisoners collapses to his hands and knees, but
no one says anything. The ring around Juha's
thoughts has vanished, he is drawn irresistibly to
the ground, but manages to stand. He begins
to have the same feeling as once after he had
partaken of Holy Communion when he was ill.